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Pitched into light, under the wind and whine of

bombs.
When the pavings flew up to the stars in a volley of

tombs.
Night is burnt white in the dirt of a street in

Manselton,

Many run past her, and five stoop over her, the face-
less, brcastless one,

The steeples unpinned from her holy shadow, in the
dead position.

Wild weddings, peals of bells in their hard, hard eyes
proclaim a desertion.

Wounded tb the death of Earth, she forgives those
restless ones.

Divorced from her darling, O at last no ropes are rung,

Look on her face; mine eyes dazzle; she died young.

Griefs of the Sea

It is fitting to mourn dead sailors,

To crown the sea with some wild wreath of foam

On some steep promontory, some cornercliflPof

Wales
Though the deaf wave hear nothing.

It is fitting to fling off clothing,
To enter the sea with plunge of sea wreaths white
Broken by limbs that love the waters, fear the stars,
Though the blind wave grope under eyes that see,

limbs that wonder,

Though the blind wave grope forward to the sand
With a greedy, silvered hand*